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"Besides," he went on, "if I took to kicking where should
I be? Why, sold off in a jiffy, and no character, and I might
find myself slaved about under a butcher's boy, or worked
to death at some seaside place where no one cared for me, ex-
cept to find out how fast I could go, or be flogged along in
some cart with three or four great men in it going out for
a Sunday spree, as I have often seen in the place I lived in
before I came here; no/' said he, shaking his head, "I hope I
shall never come to that."
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